THE   HORSEMAN

I heard a horseman

Ride over the hill;
The moon shone clear,

The night was still;
His helm was silver,

And pale was he ;
And the horse he rode

Was of ivory.

THE   LITTLE   SALAMANDER
To Margot

"When I go free,

I think 'twill be

A night of stars and snow,

And the wild fires of frost shall light

My footsteps as I go ;

Nobody---nobody will be there

With groping touch, or sight,
To see me in my bush of hair
Dance burning through the night.

OLD   SHELLOVER

'Come !' said Old Shellover.

'What?' says Creep.

'The homy old Gardener's fast asleep ;

The fat cock Thrush

To his nest has gone ;

And the dew shines bright

In the rising Moon;

Old Sallie Worm from her hole doth peep ;

Come !' said Old Shellover.

'Ay!' said Creep.
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